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January 18, 1902, the doctors had abandoned all hope.
His children were summoned and remained at Clande-
boye waiting wretchedly for the end. They spent their
time in cutting down the laurels in the rose garden,
which had grown to such a height that they obscured
the view of Helen's Tower.

He died in the early morning of February 12.

Three days before his death he dictated the follow-
ing letter to the Prime Minister, Lord Salisbury:

* Being, as the doctors seem to say, on my death-bed,
I desire, while I still have my wits about me, to place in
your hands my resignation of the Chancellorship of the
Royal University of Ireland, as well as the Lieutenancy
of the County.

* I suppose  that,  under the circumstances,  ill-health
will be regarded as a valid excuse.   I desire also to thank
you for the great kindness and consideration you have
never failed to show me since the time you started me
in my diplomatic career, for having  kept the Italian
Embassy so long open for me, and for innumerable acts
of kindness.

* I do not think you ever knew how much I liked you
from the time you were a thin, frail, little lower boy at
Cookesley's, even then writing, as my tutor used to say,
such clever essays.

c This is all I have the strength to say.   Good-bye and
God bless you.

* Ever yours,

DUFFERIN  AND  AvA/